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POETICAL EPISTLE, 
SUPPOSED To BE WRITTEN BY 
A 3 „ „ GS 


| (Who lately ſhot himſelf on board a veſſel in the river 
Thames;) to his intended Wir, k. 


Shall I the mockery of grief diſplay? 
| No—let the muſe his raging pangs diſcloſe, 
Who pines and bleeds his ſum of life away. 


Let vacant bards attune their fancied woes, 2 +0 | 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tur following PogM was occaſioned by an article of news which 
appeared laſt week in the London papers, intimating that a Black, 
<© whoa few days before, ran away from his maſter, and got him- 
« ſelf chriſtened, with intent to marry his fellow-ſervant, a white 
© woman, being taken, and ſent on board the Captain's ſhip, in the 
« Thames; ol an opportunity of ſhooting himſelf through the 


« head.” | 


The Author truſts, that in an age and country, in which we boaſt 


of philanthropy, and generous ſentiments, few perſons, (except 
Weſt-Indians) can read the above paragraph, without emotions ſimi- 
lar to thoſe, which inſpired the following lines. They who are not 


more inclined to ſympathize with the maſter, than the er vant, upon 
the occaſion, —will perhaps not be diſpleaſed at an attempt to deli- 


neate the feelings of the latter, in the ſituat ion above deſcribed.— 


© Such artleſs plaints as nature might inſpire, 
« But ſmooth'd and fitted to the ſounding lyre.“ 


Whatever reception this little piece may meet with from others, 
the Author can never regret that portion of time as loſt, which he 
has employed in paying this ſmall tribute of humanity to the miſery 
of a fellow-creature, 1 Be OTE 


gth June, 1773. | 
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POETICAL EPISTLE, &c. 


The world and I are enemies no more. 


LEST with thy laſt fad gift the power to dye, 
At length, thy ſhafts, ſtern fortune, I defy; © 
Welcome, kind paſſ- port to an unknown ſhore |— 


This weapon ev'n in chains the brave can wield, 


And yanquiſh'd, quit triumphantly the field. 


Yet ere this execrated being cloſe, 
Ere one determin'd ſtroke end all my woes. 
B 


1 


O thou whom late I call'd too fondly mine, 
Dearer than life, whom I with life reſign! 

How ſhall I ſoothe thy grief, my deftin'd bride ! 
One fad farewell, one laſt embrace denied? 

For oh | thy tender breaſt my pangs will ſhare, 
Bleed for my wounds, and feel my deep deſpair. 
Thy tears alone will grace a wretch's grave, 

A wretch, whom only thou would'ſt wiſh to fave. 
Take theſe laſt Gghe—to thee-my ſoul I-breathe— 
Fond love in dying groans, is all I can bequeathe. 


Why did I, ſlave, beyond my lot aſpire ? 
why didſt thou fan, fair maid, the growing fire? 
Full dear, for each deluding ſmile of thine 
I pay, nor at thy fatal charms repine. 
For thee 1 bade my drooping ſoul revive; | 
For thee alone I could have borne to live; 


And love, I faid, ſhall make me large amends, 


| For perſecuting foes, and faithleſs friends; | 
—* 5 5 Fool 


131 
Fool that I was | enur'd fo long to pain, f | 
To truſt to hope, or dream of joy again. : 
Joy, ſtranger gueſt, too ſoon my faith betray d, | 
And love but points, to,death's eternal ſhade, f 
There while I reſt from mis ry's galling load, | 

Be thou the care of every pitying God 230 f 
Nor may that Dæmon's unpropitious power, 

Who ſhed his influence on my natal hour, 

Purlue thee too with unrelenting hate, 78 gn ; : 
And blend with mine the colour of thy! fate. 7 ; | 
For thee may thoſe ſoft hours return again, 455 | | 
When pleaſure led thee o'er the ſmiling plain, ng — | 
Ere, like ſome hell- born ſpectre of diſmay, EN | 

I crofſs'd thy path, and darken'd all the way. N 
Ye waving groves, that from this cell I view ! ; 
Ye meads, now glitt'ring with the morning dew |! : 
Ye flowers that bluſh on yonder purple ſhore, _ : | 
That at my baneful ſtep ſhall fade no more, | 1 
A long farewell !—I aſk. no vernal bloom 8 i 
No pageant wreaths to deck an outcaſt's tomb, 

| | 


> -- ode: 


1 
—Let ſerpents hiſs and night-ſhade blacken 4 
To mark the friendleſ victim of RM ! 


And better in th' untimely grave to rot, 
The world and all it's cruelties forgot, 
Than dragg'd once more beyond the Weſtern main, 
To groan beneath ſome daſtard planter's chain, 
Where my Poor countrymen ih bondage wait, 
The long enfranchiſement of ling'ring fate. 
Oh 1 my heart ſinks, my dying eyes o'erflow, 
When mem'ry paints the picture of their woe | | 
For I have ſeen them, ere the dawn of day, 
Rouz'd by the laſh, go forth their chearleſs way, 
And while their ſouls with ſhame and anguih bury, 5 
Salute with groans unwelcome morn's return, 8 
And, chiding every hour the ſlow-pac d ſun 
Purſue their toils, till all his race was run, 
Without one hope to mitigate their pain 


One diſtant hope, their freedom to regain; 
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Then like the dull oath brutes repaic 2⁰ 

T o ſtalls more wretched, and to they! | 5 | 

Thank Heav'n, one day of miſery: was o'er, 

And fink to ſleep, and wiſh to wake no more. 

Sleep on dear, loſt companions in deſpair, 

Whoſe ſuff rings Rill my lateſt tears ſhall ſhare 1 

| Sleep, and enjoy the only boon of Heay' n 

. To you in common with your tyrants givin. 

O while ſoft lumber from their couches flies, 

Still may it's balmy bleſſings ſeal your eyes; 

Awhile in ſweet oblivion lull your woes, 1 

And brighteſt viſions gladden your 0b 

Let fancy now, unconſcious of the change, 

Thro your own climes, and native ſoreſts range, 

f Scill waft ye to each well · known ſtream and grove, 

And viſit every long-loſt ſoene ye love! 

— ſleep no more—nor in the mien a: 

Invoke ideal Phantoms, to my M Looeft afnghts 17 7 

Nor wake again, abandon' dand forlorn, ae A 

To find each dear deluſion fled at morn ; 
5 V A low 
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A flow-conſuming death I will not wait, 
But ſnatch at leaſt one ſullen boon from fate ; 
Yon ruddy ſtreaks the riſing ſun proclaim, 
That never more ſhalt beam upon my ſhame; 


Bright orb! for others ket thy glory ſhine— 


The gloomy privilege to die, be mine. 
Beneath ſuch wrongs let pallid Chriſtians lire, 


Such they can perpetrate, and may forgive. 


And thou, whoſe. impious avarice and pride 


. - Thy God's bleſt {ymbol to my brows denied, 


Forbade me or the rights of man to claim, 
Or ſhare with thee a Chriſtian” s hallow'd name;, 


Thou too far ewell for not beyond the grave, x1 
Thy power extends, nor is my duſt thy ſlave. | 


Go bribe thy kindred ruffians with thy gold, 
But dream not nature's rights are bought and ſold]. 
In vain Heav'n ſpread fo wide the ſwelling ſea; 


Vaſt watry barrier, twixt thy world and me; 
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Swift round the globe, by earth nor hear 'n controul'd, 
Fly proud oppreſſion and dire luſt of gold. | 
Wheree'er the thirſty hell-hounds take their way, 
Still nature bleeds, and man becomes their prey. 
In the wild waſtes of Afric's fandy plain, 
Where roars the lion through his drear domain, 
To curb the ſavage monarch in the chace, 

There too Heav'n planted man's e race; 
Bade reaſon's ions with nobler titles riſe, 

Lift high their brow ſublime, and ſean the ſkies, *\ 
What tho' the fun in his meridian blaze 

On their ſcorch'd bodies dart his fierceſt rays 2 
What tho' no roſy tints adorn their face, 
No filken ringlets ſhine with flowing grace? ' _ 


* « Tt is amazing, that ſuch's rude: and illiterate people ſhould reaſon 
* pertinently in regard to the Heavenly Bodies; there is no doubt but that _ 
with proper inſtruments, and a good will, they would become excellent | 


= - Aſtronomers, © a | 
M. Adanſo's Voyage to Semgal, &c. 5 
* 5 Vet 


TH. 
Yet of etherial temper are their ſouls, | | 
And in their veins the tide of honour rolls; 
And valour kindled there the hero's flame, | 
Contempt of death, and thirſt of martial fame. 
And pity melts the ſympathizing breaſt, 
Ah! fatal 1 virtue for the brave diſtreſ, 


My tortur'd breaſt O fad ä ſpare! 
why doſt thou plant thy keeneſt daggers there, 


| And ſhew me what I was, and aggravate deſpair? Ther 
! Ve ſtreams of Gambia, and thou ſacred ſhade! 
[ Where, in my youth's firſt dawn I joyful ſtray'd, N 
Oft have I rouz'd amid your caverns dim, 
The howling tiger, and the lion grim, 
In vain they gloried in their headlong force, 
My javelin pierc'd them in their raging courſe. 
But little did my boding mind bewray, 
The vidtor and his hopes were doom'd a prey 


To human beaſts more fell, more cruel far than they. 
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Ah! what avails it that in every plain, 
I purchas'd glory with my blood in vain? blog bak 
Ah! what avails the conqu'tor's laurel meed, | 7 
The generous purpoſe or the dauntleſs deed ? 
Fall'n are my trophies, blaſted is my fame, 
Myſelf become a thing without a name, 
The ne 1 Lords and ev'n of ſlaves the ſhame. 6 


Curſt be the witds, and curſt the tides that bore | 
Theſe European robbers to our hore! 
O be that hour involy'@'in en endleſs night, r 
When firſt their alen met my wond'rin , . 

I call'd the warriors from the mountain': S lep. | 
To meet theſe unknown terrors of the deep; 1 
Rouz'd by my voice, their generous ; boſoms glow, 2 
They ruſh indignant, and demand the for, * 


And poize the darts of deaths and twang the bended 


(7 


: 


2815 14 De 
: 


When lol advancing o'er the ſea· beat plain, 
1 mark d che leader of a warlike train. 


Dualike 


3 


No fierce invader your retreat explores 


* ie Þ 
Unlike his features to our ſwarthy race. 
And golden hair play'd round his ruddy face. 
While with inſidious ſmile and lifted hand, 


He thus accoſts our unſuſpeRing band. 


ce Ye valiant chiefs, whom love of glory leads. ,, , .. 


«© To maitial combats, and heroic deeds; - 


* 1 
* 


No hoſtile banner waves along your ſhores. 


«© Brom the dread tempeſts of the deep we fly, 


* Then lay, ye chiefs, theſe pointed terrors by. AT. 


of And O, your hoſpitable, cares extend, .  :- 
« 80 may ye nerer need the aid ye lend! 0 

© go may ye ſill repeat to every. grove, 

tc The ſongs of freedom, and the ſtrains of Pee" 5 

Soft as the accents of the tr traitor flow, . 


We melt with pity, and unbend the bow z Log * : 


With lib ral hand, our choice gifts we bring, 2 
And point the wand'r rers s to the freſheſt ſpring. | 
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Nine days we feaſted on the Gambian flrand, TY 5 
And ſongs of friendſhip echo'd o'er the land *.. 
When the tenth morn her riſing luſtre gave, 
The chief approach d me by the ſounding wave. 
66 O, youth,” he ſaid, what gifts can we beſtow, _ 
% Or how requite the mighty debt we owe? 
« For lo! propitious to our vows, the gale | 


«© With milder omens fills the ſwelling fail. 
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* Which way ſoever I turned my eyes on this pleaſant ſpot,. I. xhel 
perfect image of pure nature, an agreeable ſolitude bounded on every fide by 


charming landſcapes ; the rural ſituation of cottages in the midlt "of 1 trees; ; 
the eaſe and indolence - of the Negroes, reclined under the ſhade of their 
forradiog foliage the ſimplicity of their dreſs and manners; the whole 
revived in my mind a idea of our firſt parents, and I ſeemed to contemplate 
the world in its primitive ſtate. They ae, generally ſpeaking, very good- 
| natured, ſociable, and obliging. I was not a little pleaſed with this, my : 
firſt reception-z it convinced me that there ought to be conſiderable abate- 
ment made in the. accounts I had read and heard 140 the ſavage characters 


of oy Africans. 


V. Adaiſon's 3 to Senegal, G.. 


To- 
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ce 'To-morrow's ſun ſhall ſee our ſhips explore 
ce Theſe deeps, and quit your hoſpitable ſhore, 
cc Yet while we linger, let us ſtill employ 
© The number'd hours in friendſhip and in joy; 
« Aſcend our ſhips, their treaſures are your own, 
« And taſte the produce of a world unknown.” 


He ſpoke ; with fatal eagerneſs we burn, 


Ah! wretches, deſtin'd never to return! 


The ſimiling traitors with inſidious care, 
The goblet proffer, and the feaſt prepare, 


Till dark oblivion ſhades our cloſing eyes, 


And all diſarm'd each fainting warrior lies, 


O wretches ! to your future evils blind! 

O morn for ever preſent to my mind! 

When burſting from the treach'rous bands of ſleep, 
Rouz'd by the nwrmers of the daſhing deep, 
| I woke 


LJ 
I woke to bondage, and ignoble pains, 82 
And all the horrors of a life's in chains. 
Where were your thunders in that dreadful /hour, 
Ye Gods of Afric | where your heavenly ni = 
Did not my prayers, my groans, my cears invoke | 
'Your n juſtice to direct the ſtroke? ? 


* <5: Hy we paſt along the coal we very often lay before a town, and f 
fired a gun for the natives to come off, but no ſoul came near us; at length 
we learnt by ſome ſhips that were trading down the coaſt, that the natives 
came ſeldom e on board an Engliſh ſhip, for fear of being detained or carried 
off; yet at laſt ſome ventured on board; but if theſe- chanced to ſpy any 4 
arms, they would all immediately rake to f their Canoes, and make the beſt of 


their way home.” © Smith's Veyage to Guinea. | 


It is well known that many of the Eupen nations, have, very un⸗ 
| juſtly and inhumanly, without any provocation, ſtolen away, from tlie to | 
time, abundance of the people, not only on this coaſt, but almoſt every 
where in Guinea, who have come on board their ſhips, in a harmleſs and 
confiding manner: theſe they have in great numbers carried ey, and ſold 
in the plantations.” „ HED 
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No power deſcended to aſſiſt the brave, 
No lightnings flaſh'd, and I became a ſlave. 
From Lord to Lord my wretched carcaſe ſold, 
In Chriſtian traffic, for their ſordid gold: 
| Fate's blackeſt clouds ſtill gather d o'er my head; 
And now they burſt, and mix me with the dead. 


Vet when my fortune caſt my lot wih thine, 
And bade beneath one roof our labours join, 
Surpriz d I felt the tumults of my breaſt: 

LulFd by thy beauties, and ſubſide to reſt. 
Peluſive hopes my changing ſoul enflame,, 55 
And gentler tranſports agitate my frame. 
What tho obſcure. thy birth, ſuperior grace 
Beam'd in the glowing features of thy face; 
Ne er had my youth ſuch: winning ſoftneſs ſeen;, 
Where Afric's fable beauties danc'd the green,, 


And bound the offer'd chaplet to her brow ;; 


While 


While on thy languid eyes I fondly gaze, 1 
And tremble while I meet their azure rays, 
O mildeſt virgin, thou. did'ſt not deſpiſe 
The humble homage of a captive's ſighs. 
By heav'n abandonid and by man betray d, | 
Fach hope reſign'd of comfort or of aid, 
Thy gen'rous love could every forrow end, 
In thee I found a miſtreſs and a friend; : 
Still as I told the ſtory. of my woes, 
With heaving ſighs thy lovely boſom roſe ;. 


The trick ling drops of liquid chryſtal ble | * 


| Down thy fair cheek, and mark d thy pitying ſoul; 
Dear drops! upon my bleeding heart, like balm 7 
They fell, and ſoon my wounded ſoul grew calm, 
Then my lov'd country, parents, | friends-forgot;. | 
Heaven I abſolv'd, nor murmur'd at my lot, | 
Thy ſacred ſmiles could every pang remove, 

And liberty became leſs dear than love. 


Ah! 
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Ahl where is now that voice which lull'd my woes ? 
| That Angel -face, which ſooth'd me to repoſe ? 00 1 
By Nature tempted, and with paſſion blind, 
Are theſe the joys Hope whiſper'd to my mind ? 
1s this the end of conftancy like thine? = 
Are theſe the tranſports of a flame like mine? 


My hopes, my joys, are vaniſh'd into air, PY T 
And now of all that once engag d my care, * 


Theſe chains alone remain, this weapon and deſpair! J 


—So may thy life's gay proſpects all be curlt, 
And all thy flatt'ring hopes like bubbles burft, 
Thus end thy golden viſions, ſon of pride! 
Whoſe ruthleſs ruffians tore me from my bride; 
That beauteous prize Heav'n had reſerv'd at laſt, Ll 
Sweet recompence for all my forrows paſt. 
O may thy harden'd boſom never prove 
The tender joys of friendſhip or of love! 

Yet may'ſt thou, doom'd to hopeleſs flames a prey, 
In diſappointed paſſion pine away | 


2 And 


Tan]: 
And ſee thy pvc to a rival's AEF 
Obdurate to thy vows,” reſign her charms. 10:5 of? Es bak 


= 
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Why Joo my ling'ring ſoul her flight delay? IFERD © RY | 
Come, lovely maid, and. gild the dreary: way! | FR ic ; | 
Come, wildly ruſhing with diſorder d charms, en 

And claſp thy bleeding lover to thy arms, 


Cloſe his ſad eyes, receive his parting breath, : 

And footh him ſinking in the ſhades'of death} VO 

O come preſence can my pangs begui' e,; 5 110 bl. „ 
And bid th' inexorable tyrant ſmile; 11870720 Dow © 

Tranſported will I languiſh on thy breaſt, 10 Hon 1H: 

And ſink in raptures to eternal reſt: 4 Do. e eee eee f 
The hate of men, the wrongs of fate forgive, Ai Slade 1 

Forget my woes, and almoſt wiſh to live. {12 e FOR! AA 

—Ah1 rather fly, leſt ought of doubt control 7 CR 0 

The dreadful purpoſe lab'ring 3 in my ſoul, 97 K bib 

Tears muſt not bend me, nor thy beauties move, * b rene 8 

This have 1 triumph over fate and love. eng ei 8 

iid 1 95 F . „ 1 
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— Again with tenfold rage my boſom burtis, 53! bn4 
And all the tempeſt of my ſoul returns, etl 07 v1 
Now fiery tranſports rend my madding brain, 
And death extends his ſhelt'ring arms in vain ; 
For unreveng'd I fall, unpitied die; vio 
And with my blood glut Pride's infatiate eye, 


Thou Chriſtian God, to whom fo late I bow'd, 
To whom my foul its fond allegiance vow'd, 8 Wy 
When crimes like theſe thy injur'd pow'r prophane, 
O God of Nature! art thou call'd in waa? | 
Didꝭſt thou for this ſuſtain a mortal wound, 
While Heav'n, and Earth, and Hell, hung trembling round? -- 
That theſe vile fetters might my body bind, F aff; 

And agony like this diſtract my mind? | 
On thee 1 call'd with reverential awe,  _ 
Ador'd thy wiſdom, and embrac'd thy law; 
| Yet mark thy deſtin'd convert as he lies, 

His groans of anguiſh, and his livid eyes, 


3 Theſe 
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T heſe zalling chains, polluted with his ada; 
Then bid his tongue proclaim thee juſt and 5 


%* 


But if too weak thy boaſted power to ſpare, 
Or ſuff rings move thee not, O hear deſpair! 
Thy hopes, and bleſſings J alike reſign, | 
But let revenge, let ſwift revenge be mine! 
Be this proud bark, which now triumphant 400 | 
Tof'd by the winds, and ſhatter'd by the tides! 
And may theſe fiends, who now exulting view ß 
The horrors of ay fortune, ſcel theni too! 

Be their's the torment of a ling'ring fate, 

slow as thy juſtice, dreadful as my hate, 
Condemn'd to graſp the riven plank in vain, 

And chac'd by all the monſters of the main, 
And while they ſpread their fioking arms to thee, 
Then let their fainting ſouls remember me! 
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